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Summary: With a lull in the past few Hunger Games, this year the 
gamemakers want to make it all about the mutts. They want more 
violence and more bloodshed. With a minefield of mutts and 24 new 
tributes who knows what will happen. Welcome to the 72nd Hunger 
Games. SYOT OPEN 


1 . Chapter 1 
**Prologue** 

**Gamemaker: Demetry Snyder ** 

"This looks marvelous." I say while looking at the hologram for the 
arena. It could've been any type of terrain this year because that's 
not going to be the hardship. 

"Thank you sir." He says. 

"You can stop with the sir you've been my assistant for years now 
Anton ." I say. 

He nods . 

"Of course Demetri." He says. 

I zoom in on the arena and am very happy. 

"Are you sure he'll like this?" He asks me. 

"Yes." I say annoyed. I know he's talking about Snow. 

"You need to make sure, as he said-" 

"Yes my last few games haven't gone over well but that isn't my 
fault . " I snarl . 



For the 70th Hunger Games my name started to get tarnished. It wasn't 
the arena that was the problem it was the outcome. A victor from 4 
wouldn't normally be a bad thing, but this girl... this girl went 
wacko after her district partner was killed in front of her. She had 
to run away and cry. I got told to end it quickly so I broke a damn. 

I was told that the crying girl should not win under any 
circumstances . She isn't the image of a victor. I thought she was too 
far gone to try and save herself. I wouldn't have tried to drown the 
tributes then. She's from 4, of course she knew how to swim.. People 
like Annie Cresta give the Hunger Games bad results for Capitol 
citizens. They all wanted the girl from 1 to win and then a crazy 
crying girl took home the prize. She isn't worthy of the title and 
everyone agrees. Her only redeeming quality is that she's pretty, but 
since she's insane I doubt anyone will go near her. I get blamed for 
it because I'm the head gamemaker but there is only so much I can 
control. I didn't make that girl go crazy 

I think it is a bit hypocrit ically , especially with what happened 
last year. The weakest of the bunch took the crown or so it seemed. 
People praised her for pulling off the act so well, but people who 
lost a chunk of money from betting said the arena was boring and 
probably rigged. The 70th I get blamed for having a crazy girl win 
and the 71st I get blamed for having the arena too boring. Even 
though Johanna Mason deserves the title she cost me a lot. People 
lost money from her and I'm the only one who the finger gets pointed 
at. No one would question Snow because it's not his job, not 
formally. So this year I'm going to pull out all the stops. It isn't 
going to be set in a desert or mountainous terrain. The arena won't 
be big like I usually make it, it will be small and in the woods. 
Although like I said, it doesn't really matter because this year it's 
all about the mutts. I've put a lot of work into it over the past 
year and with some assistance I've made deadly mutts. They will tear 
the tributes apart but not too much. No, I can't have them all die by 
mutts. But it won't hurt to rough them up a bit and that's what the 
people want. People want to see new creatures. People want the 
bloodshed of every single tribute. This year the people will like the 
victor because they will have survived the tributes and the mutts. If 
I would've thought of this for the 70th games Annie Cresta wouldn't 
have won. I'm sure one of my new mutts would've gotten her. No crying 
crazy person will win this year. 

After Johanna Mason I don't think the weak girl act will ever work 
again. She pulled off that roll too well so I won't need to worry 
about that either. 

I think this years name will be dubbed as the year of the mutts. I 
don't think anyone will be able to pull this off again. 

**A/N: Hello everyone welcome to my SYOT ! This will be my first one 
so bare with me. I'm trying to get away from my standard Finnick and 
Annie stories so I thought I would give this a try! The information 
for the form is on my profile I'm hoping I'll get some submissions 
soon! ** 


2 . Chapter 2 

"President Snow will be seeing you now." One of his guards say. I 
always wonder how many he has. They don't look like they could win in 
a fight, but they do carry around guns. 



"Send him in them." I say and look at my reflection from the shiny 
door. I look tired. There are dark circles under my green eyes. My 
brown hair has become too long for my liking. I don't like it past my 
collar bone. I like it resting on my shoulders. I have the right 
amount of stubble though. 

My reflection goes away as the doors open. I see our thin President 
Snow. He's skinnier than I remember. 

"Demetry." He says. 

"Sir." I say and bow my head for respect. 

"Enough of the manners just show me Demetry." He says and walks 
towards the controls. 

"Of course." I say and press the button that will show the hologram 
of the arena. 

Snow looks displeased by it. 

"Using a forest again." He says annoyed. 

"Yes sir, but this time I've added lots of traps and deadly animals." 
I say . 

"How deadly?" He asks. 

"Butterflies with razor sharp wigs, poisoned water, bloodthirsty 
cannibalist ic birds, cursed tress that can trap and strangle the 
tributes, tadpoles that act like grenades, unicorns-" 

"Unicorns Demetry?" He ask and is almost laughing. 

"A unicorn, but not like the mythological creature. It's been 
enhanced to become hostile when approached and a horn is the perfect 
weapon . " 

"Well it will be a surprise." He says. "Is that all?" He asks. 

"I have more ideas sir." I say. 

"Good." He says "We'll see how it plays out." He says. 

"Of course sir." I say. 

He nods and then smiles that strange smile he has. The one that makes 
you wonder what kind of man he really is." 

"Just so we're clear, if this doesn't reside well with the citizens 
this will be your last year." He chuckles softly. "And I think we 
both know what that means . " 

"Yes sir . " I say . 

"Good. The reapings will start soon so I hope you're prepared." He 
says and walks from the room. 

It's silent for a moment until Anton speaks. 



"Are you nervous sir?" Anton asks. He's wearing that ridiculous red 
hat he likes. Anton is a short fat man but is a reliable lap 
dog . 

"Why would I be?" I ask annoyed. 

"Because if this doesn't go well it will mean your death." Anton 
says. He sounds more worried about this than I am. I'm not worried 
because I know that won't be my fate. 

Being a gamemaker isn't the safest job. Most people end up killed 
instead of retirement. You're generally contracted for three years. 
After that you can stay or leave. If you leave willingly then you can 
live on as a legend. But if it's not by your free will, we'll lets 
just say you won't be seeing next years Hunger Games. This is my 
seventh year of being head gamemaker. I don't want it to be my last 
either. If I die, I die with my pride. 

**A/N: There's lots of tribute spots left so please submit! ** 

**I have a list of mutts cooked up already but if you want to send in 
suggestions that's great! ** 

**Keep the submissions coming the form is on my profile 
: ) ** 


**-Susan** 


End 
f lie . 



